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Claims  Conference  Holocaust  Survivor 

Memoir  Collection 


Access  to  the  print  and/or  digital  copies  of  memoirs  in  this  collection  is 
made  possible  by  USHMM  on  behalf  of,  and  with  the  support  of,  the 

Conference  on  Jewish  Material  Claims  Against  Germany. 


The  United  States  Holocaust  Memorial  Museum  Library  respects  the  copyright  and 
intellectual  property  rights  associated  with  the  materials  in  its  collection.  The  Library  holds  the 
rights  and  permissions  to  put  this  material  online.  If  you  hold  an  active  copyright  to  this  work 
and  would  like  to  have  your  materials  removed  from  the  web  please  contact  the  USHMM 
Library  by  phone  at  202-479-9717,  or  by  email  at  digital_library@ushmm.org. 
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Early  One  Saturday  Morning 


Michael  Herskovitz 


Actual  entrance  to  Auschwitz 


"Work  Will  Make  You  Free " 
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“Today,  I  have  a  beautiful  family,  beautiful  home,  good  health  and  a 
positive  outlook,”  he  said.  ”1  would  like  to  think  that  I  can  help  to  improve 
people’s  understanding.  If  each  person  would  dedicate  a  moment  of  their  time 
to  understanding  and  trying  to  appreciate  our  differences,  we  will  be  on  our 
way  to  developing  a  human  bond.” 

Herskovitz  added*  “It  is  hard  to  believe  that  a  human  mind  could  conceive 
of  such  gruesome  torture  and  widespread  demonic  evilness  without  Heaven 
itself  reaching  out  and  putting  a  slop  to  it.  But  it  has  crossed  my  mind  that  if 
this  is  what  the  human  race  is  capable  of,  at  its  worse,  perhaps  wc  shouldn’t 
survive.  Perhaps  the  planet  would  revert  back  to  the  animals  it  slatted  with.” 

Herskovitz  concludes:  “I  have  searched  my  heart  and  soul  lor  50  years  and 
cannot  find  a  shred  of  a  lesson  that  we  have  learned  from  this  experience,  but 
yet,  it  is  hard  to  live  and  not  believe  in  something.  I  have  tried,  but  I  keep 
clinging  to  a  faint  hope  that  some  day  I  will  understand. 

“My  soul  still  cannot  rest.  All  I  know  is  1  am  grateful  lor  every  little  thing 
that  life  has  to  offer.  People  ask,  ‘How  can  you  go  on  living  after  what  you’ve 
been  through?'  But  it  has  the  opposite  effect  on  me.  I  am  so  glad  to  be  alive 
and  I  try  to  pet  every  drop  of  life  out  of  each  hour  of  the  days  that  I  have  been 
given.  All  I  can  do  is  accept  it.  Live  my  life  with  a  clear  conscience,  do  as 
much  good  as  I  can,  and  tell  my  story  so  the  world  will  not  forget  what 
\  happened  to  me  and  six  million  others  starling  early  one  Saturday  morning.” 

As  wc  approach  Passover,  we  are  reminded  that  Jews  are  commanded  to 
retell  the  story  of  the  Exodus  every  year  from  generation  to  generation. 

Herskovitz  says  the  retelling  of  the  Holocaust  should  also  be  repeated 
through  each  generation.  "This  is  a  shocking  and  painlul  story,  but  it  must  be 
told  and  retold  and  never  be  forgotten.  It  must  be  remembered.”  ■ 
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This  story  was  told  to  me  in  personal 
interviews  only,  as  Michael  Herskovitz  was 
an  eye  witness  to  history.  His  direct 
testimony  was  written  by  Suzanne  Jacobs, 
but  in  his  own  words  and  with  his  flavor. 
The  English  may  not  be  perfect  as  he 
learned  the  language  as  best  he  could  in  his 
30’s.  This  man  harbors  no  anger  or  hatred 
due  to  his  past  and  I  consider  Michael 
Herskovitz  to  be  a  true  hero  and  role  model 
for  all.  I  am  sure  you  will  agree  after  you 
read  his  story. 
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he  World.  Salefy.  Environmental  Science,  and 
-irsl  AML 

As  he  progresses  through  the  Boy  Scout 
anks.  a  Scout  must  demonstrate  participation 
n  increasingly  more  responsible  service 
vojects.  He  must  also  demonstrate  leaoership 
tfcifls  by  hoMng  one  or  more  specific  youth 
sadersNp  positions  in  Ns  patrol  and/or  troop, 
his  young  man  has  distinguished  himself  in 
tocordance  with  these  criteria. 

For  Ns  Eagle  Scout  protect  John  re-set 
wadstones  and  daaned  up  an  historical  cem¬ 
etery  In  north  Kingstown. 

Mr.  Speaker,  I  ask  you  and  my  colleagues 
o  join  me  In  saluting  Eagle  Scout  John  Jos¬ 
eph  Mainor.  In  turn,  we  must  duly  recognize 
is  Boy  Scouts  o(  America  for  establishing  the 
agie  Scout  Award  and  the  strenuous  criteria 
i  aspirants  must  meet.  This  program  has 
hrough  Its  94  years  honed  and  enhancod  the 
tadersNp  skBs  and  commitment  to  public 
ervice  of  many  outstanding  Americans,  two 
lozan  ot  whom  now  serve  In  the  House. 

II  is  my  sincere  belief  that  John  Joseph 
lainor  wM  continue  his  public  service  and  in 
o  doing  wM  further  dstinguish  himself  and 
onsequentfy  better  hit  community.  I  Join 
lends,  cofieagues.  and  famiy  who  this  week 


TUX  LOUISVILLE  ZOO  TURNS 


HON.  ROMANO  L  MAZZOLI  - 

orvorruonr 

Df  THE  HOUSE  OF  REPRESENTATIVES 

Tuesday,  June  21. 1994  • 

Mr.  MAZZOU.  Mr.  Spoikar,  I  rise  today  to 
xtend  oongrtkiations  k>  the  Louis  villa  Zoo  us 
caMralss  ft*  s*vtf  anniversary. 

For  the  past  25  yeara,  the  zoo,  located  In 
vy  dbtrtcf  (and  almost  In  my  own  backyard), 
as  been  dedcated  to  strengthening  the  bond 
atween  human  beings,  animats,  and  the  erM- 
xvnent  By  offering  an  extensive  array  of  pro¬ 
rami  hat  promote  education,  conservation, 
cientfftc  study,  and  recreation,  the  zoo  has 
lean  a Me  lo  demonstrate  to  aJI  its  visitors, 
rang  and  old  slice,  the  dose  Hnk  between 
*  human  tpedes  and  the  animal  kingdom 
rrj  how  each  la  dependent,  to  a  greater  or 
aser  degree,  on  one  another. 

In  e  scenic  setting,  the  zoo  exhibits  over 
,600  animats  representing  six 
^geographical  areas:  the  African  Veldt,  the 
sian  Plains,  the  North  and  South  American 
anoramas.  Aquatics,  and  Australian  Outback. 
Famty-oriented  and  access  We  for  al.  the 
»  has  had  an  axtendve  history  of  tnvohe- 
ent  ftn  the  Loubvflle  and  Jefferson  County 
vrvnunity.  In  corporation  with  Jefferson 
ounty  Pubflc  Schools,  the  zoo  offers  an  an- 
ua I  Childrens  Environmental  Festival/Earth 
ay  as  weS  as  the  services  of  the  MetaZoo, 
“Wing  classroom.*  The  zoo'a  commitment  to 
le  education  of  al  b  demonstrated  in  Its  arv 

uaJ  programming. 

The  “Workfl  Largest  Maioween  Party*  pro- 
das  children  and  their  parents  with  a  fun, 
ifa.  and  educational  alternative  to  traditional 
lck-or-freatlng.  And.  Kentuckians  of  al  ages 
ok  fbrwvd  to  the  zoo  s  summer  series  of 
Jtdoor  concerts  held  In  conjunction  with  the 
jutsvfle  Orchestra.  In  eddfflon.  the  Lousvilb 
atiet  the  Kentucky  Opera  Association,  and 
her  local  acting  Scope  have  performed  at 
e  zoo  s  outdoor  amphitheater. 


In  addition  to  providing  the  community  with 
educational  and  recreational  programs,  the 
Louisvtfe  Zoo  has  tong  been  dedicated  to  the 
development  of  scientific  study,  most  notabty 
in  the  fields  of  conservation  and  endangered 
arvmal  rehabilitation.  In  1986.  the  zoo  received 
the  Edward  H.  Bean  Award  for  its  Woolly 
Monkey  Propagation  Program.  And.  notable 
scientific  accomplishments  at  the  zoo  include 
the  successful  transfer  of  a  zebra  embryo  to  a 
domestic  horse  and  a  successful  raptor  reha- 
bffitation  program 

Yet  despite  Its  many  awards  and  achieve¬ 
ments.  the  zoo  Is  not  resling  on  Hs  laurels.  In¬ 
stead.  ft  continually  searches  for  innovative 
ways  to  grow  and  develop. 

The  most  recent  addition  was  the 
HerpAquarium.  which  features  over  100  spa¬ 
des  of  reptiles,  amphibians  and  fish,  and  high- 
Vghta  the  importance  of  conservation  and  the 
severe  threat  of  extinction  posed  by  the  de¬ 
struction  of  the  rain  forest  The  zoo  was  re¬ 
cently  selected  to  house  a  captive  breeding 
population  of  Black- footed  tenets,  North  Amer¬ 
ica's  most  endangered  mammals.  And.  new 
plans  are  on  the  way  for  expansion  and  ren¬ 
ovation. 

Mr.  Speaker,  I  ask  you  and  my  colleagues 
to  join  me  and  the  Louisville  and  Jefferson 
County  community  in  congratulating  the  zoo 
director.  Or.  William  Foster,  and  the  many  oth¬ 
ers  who  have  worked  tirelessly  to  ensure  that 
the  Loulsvffb  Zoo  would  become  what  ft  b 
today,  a  true  jewel  of  our  community. 


exterminated.  Overcoming  a  heavy  hea 
chael  was  educated  as  an  automotive 
chanic  In  Czechoslovakia.  Then,  he  ded 
his  energies  to  the  Israeli  Indepen* 
movement.  Working  hard  and  support* 
his  wife.  Frida,  also  a  Holocaust  survive 
chael  came  to  the  United  States.  He  spol 
English.  In  this  strange  land  of  foreign 
toms,  he  decided  that  he  "wantjed)  to 
and  bring  (his)  family  here  *  *  #  It  was  he 
because  the  family  was  together  again,  ur 
and  (they)  could  begin  lo  plan  a  future.' 
uncrushable  spirit,  Michael  Herskovitz 
from  I  he  status  of  Immigrant  blue  colla 
borer,  to  working  In  a  local  gas  station,  to  | 
ner,  lo  sole  owner.  He  essentially  lives 
American  dream.  Now  as  he  retires, 
Herskovitz  is  surrounded  by  the  love  ol 
family,  grown  In  the  generations.  He  recoi 
the  honors  of  the  Holocaust,  tearing  thal 
lenca  may  doom  us  to  repeat  an  unlhinkr 
history  whose  piercing  memories  cannot  be 
to  penetrate  the  carnage  ot  body  and  souf. 

Let  us  remember  the  past,  but  also  think 
the  hope  and  vitality  of  unlikely  heroes  si 
as  Michael  Herskovitz.  He  Is  not  merely  a  s 
vtvor  but  a  symbol  ol  hope  and  dreams.  Let 
follow  the  example  ol  Ibis  extraordinary  rm 
tor  I  cannot  say  H  better  than  his  own  worq 

I  am  to  flad  to  be  alive  and  I  try  to  ft 
every  drop  of  life  out  of  each  hour  or  t 
days  that  I  have  been  ftven  •  •  ♦  Live  n 
life  with  a  clear  conscience,  do  as  much 
as  I  can. 


CHAIM.  TO 


AS  MILITARY 
POVERTY  IN 


HON.  MARJORIE  MARG0UE5-MEZV1NSKY 

Or  TOOI8TLVAK1A 

D*  THE  HOUSE  OF  REPRESENTATIVES 

Tuesday,  June  21. 1994 

Ms.  MARGOUES-MEZVINSKY.  Mr.  Speak¬ 
er.  I  rise  today  lo  pay  homage  lo  my  constitu¬ 
ent  Mr.  Michael  Herskovitz.  a  mao  who  cap¬ 
tures  the  spirt  not  only  ol  survival,  but  the  re- 
alzstion  of  accomplishment.  Mr.  Herskovitz's 
la  •  story  of  the  terrors  ot  the  Holocaust,  and 
of  a  spirit  that  refused  to  be  broken.  Through 
Nazi  Incarceration  in  Eta  labor  camps,  to  iso¬ 
lated  fern  in  a  strange  land  with  unknown 
customs,  lo  the  perseverance  of  desires.  Mr. 
Herskovitz.  a  Czechoslovakian  immigrant,  epit¬ 
omizes  the  promise  of  the  American  Dream. 

Recently,  a  book  recounting  the  details  ol 
Mr.  Herskovitz's  life  was  brought  to  my  atten¬ 
tion.  “Early  One  Saturday  Morning-  Is  written 
through  the  eyes  of  the  13-year-otd  Michael 
Hidden  within  the  simplicity  of  the  words  is  a 
horrifying  story  which  can  chill  you  down  to 
the  mairow  of  your  bones.  N  Is  the  tale  of  con¬ 
centration  can  ye  Auschwitz  and  Mathousen— 
of  a  young  boy  separated  from  family  and 
Mends  and  the  hellish  existence  created  to  try 
to  break  the  human  spirit  After  watching  the 
exlkictton  of  countless  people  before  his  eyes, 
young  Michael  sbA  willed  himself  to  live.  Re¬ 
counting  the  experiences,  he  observes.  "An  H 
takes  for  evfl  to  survive  la  lor  the  good  people 
to  do  nothing.‘-  Ha  was  one  ol  00  chicken  ot 
0,000  to  survive.  At  Iberation,  he  weighed  a 
mere  96  Wtos.  about  45  pounds.  Mr . 
Herskovitz’s  story  only  begins  with  his  hospital 

recovery. 

FoNowtng  his  rehaWWabon.  Michael  was  re¬ 
united  with  Ns  unde,  one  brother,  and  two  of 
his  aistere— the  rest  ot  his  t amity  had  been 


HON.  NEWT  GINGRICH 

OF  GEORGIA 

IN  THE  HOUSE  OF  REPRESENTATIVES 

Tuesday ,  June  21 , 1994 

Mr.  GINGRICH.  Mr.  Speaker,  I  would  urge 
al  of  my  ootieegues  to  carefully  read  the  fol¬ 
lowing  article  recently  published  In  the  New 
York  Times.  I  believe  that  H  you  read  this  arti¬ 
cle.  you  wW  see  how  the  President  s  cuts  In 
the  defense  budget  are  taking  e  toil  on  I  he 
men  end  women  who  bravely  defend  and  put 
their  Sves  on  the  line  every  day  for  Ihe  United 
States. 

I  believe  it  Is  unconscionable  that  the  U  S. 
Government  Is  not  sufficiently  providing  for  Ihe 
American  men  and  women  who  voluntarily 
make  such  great  personal  sacrifices  every  day 
to  ensure  your  freedom  and  my  freedom,  and 
I  strongly  encourage  my  colleagues  lo  actively 
oppose  further  cuts  in  Americas  defense 
budget 

(Prom  the  New  York  Times.  June  12.  190t| 

As  Military  Pat  Slits  Bewnd.  Poverty 
*  Invades  the  Ranks 

(By  Eric  Bchmlttl 

Washington.  Jure  11—  Like  other  airmen 
at  Hickam  Air  Porce  Bate  In  Honolulu.  21- 
jrear-old  Jaaon  Edwards  worries  about  ten¬ 
sions  faraway  In  North  Korea  that  could 
erupt  Into  flffhtinft  and  Involve  his  base. 

But  Airman  Edwards  has  more  Immediate 
concerns  as  well.  He  Is  worried  about  how  to 
feed  hi  a  22-year -old  wife.  Beth,  and  their  two 
•mall  children  on  hie  total  pay  and  allow¬ 
ances  of  SI. 330- a -month.  In  deayermtlon.  the 
Edwardses  Last  month  beirsn  drawl  of  tl 28  a 
month  in  food  stamps  to  ret  by. 

•*It'a  a  very  tlxht  squeeze  for  u».‘*  Mrs  Ed¬ 
wards  said.  "W«  haven't  bouxht  anv  st^sks 


•  •  • 

vin 


IARJORIE  MARGOLIES  MEZVINSKY 

I3tm  Oitrmct  Pinniuvamia 


I S  1  •  LONG  WORTH  BUILDING 
WASHINGTON  DC  205  IS  38  13 
(202)  225-61  1  I 


Congress  of  the  United  States 

iflouBt  of  KeprcBcntotitics 
iUQBhington,  B£  205) 5-38 n 

August  9,  1994 


committee  on  energy  ano  commerce 

SlitCOMMIIfllf 

OVf«Str,Mf  ANO  INVISIlfilHOMJ 
lit  f COMMUNK'Af IONS  ANO 

'•NANCE 

COMMITTEE  ON  GOVERNMENT  OPERATIONS 

lux  riMMirtii 
COMMENCE  CONSUME  A  ANO 
MONflAAr  AM  AIMS 

COMMITTEE  ON  SMAll  BUSINESS 

MKOUMIUII 
SB  A  IlC.tSl  AlfON  ANO  IMI 
GINtRAl  ECONOMY 


Mr.  Michael  Herskovitz 

Pll  Redacted 

Dear  Mr.  Herskovitz: 

I  am  pleased  to  send  you  a  copy  of  the  remarks  I  entered  into  the 
Congressional  Record  on  June  21,  1994.  Your  neighbor,  Arlene  Halpcrn,  who 
works  in  my  office,  brought  your  incredible  story  to  my  attention.  I  genuinely 
appreciated  the  opportunity  to  read  "Early  One  Saturday  Morning." 

•  •  /  ^  ^  #  * 

I  am  always  proud  to  learn  oMhe  wonderful  constituents  I  represent.  I 
commend  you  on  your  exuberancy  and  desire  to  live  life  to  its  fullest.  You  are  truly 
a  model  of  of  the  merits  of  survival  in  the  face  of  adversity.  Your  story  will  remain 
with  me  always.  Please  send  my  regards  to  your  entire  family. 

If  I  can  be  of  any  help  to  you  in  the  future,  please  let  me  know. 

Warm  regards, 


-Mezvinsky 

MMM:jec 
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IX 


HATIKVAH 


As  long  as  in  the  heart 
The  Jewish  spirit  yearns 
With  eyes  turned  eastward 
Looking  towards  Zion,  then  our  hope, 
The  hope  of  two  thousand  years, 

Is  not  lost: 

To  be  a  free  nation  in  our  land, 

The  land  of  Zion  and  Jerusalem. 


X 


Dedication 

This  book  is  dedicated  to  my  wife,  Frida, 
my  children,  Pearl  and  Eddie,  my 
grandchildren,  Jennifer,  Avi,  Michele,  and 
Steven. 


In  Memory 

This  book  is  also  in  memory  of  the 
Holocaust  victims  and  the  children  that  were 
never  born. 


XI 


This  is  an  uncommon  story  about  an 

uncommon  man.  In  1943,  Michael 

Herskovitz  was  forced  to  enter  the 
Auschwitz  Concentration  Camp.  Witness 

for  yourself  his  amazing  struggle  for 
freedom  and  search  for  happiness  in 
America  as  a  Jew. 

Suzanne  Jacobs 
Author  and  Friend 
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Early  One  Saturday  Morning 
I  lived  in  a  small  village  in  Botfalva, 
Czechoslovakia.  Our  family  is  comprised  of 
a  mother,  a  father,  3  boys,  and  2  girls.  I 
was  next-to-the-youngest  child.  It  is  1943. 
I  am  13  years  old.  My  parents  had  the  only 

grocery  store  in  the  village  and  we  had  a 
small  farm.  We  were  a  happy,  hard¬ 
working  family.  I  was  in  the  6th  grade  at 
school.  In  the  morning,  I  went  to  school 
and  in  the  evening  I  went  to  Hebrew  school. 
We  were  a  religious  family.  In  springtime, 
early  one  morning,  I  began  to  notice  that 
there  were  German  soldiers  with  guns 
everywhere  in  the  village.  Within  a  few 
days,  we  were  told  that  they  were  occupying 
Czechoslovakia.  Everyone  was  afraid  to  ask 
any  questions.  A  few  days  passed  and 
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soldiers  walked  into  our  grocery  store. 
They  took  merchandise.  They  saw  my 
father  wore  a  yarmulke  and  had  a  long 
beard.  They  could  tell  immediately  that  he 

was  Jewish  and  they  refused  to  pay  for  any 
merchandise.  I  suddenly  felt  scared  and 
worried,  very  uneasy.  I  noticed  more  and 
more  German  soldiers  coming  into  the  store 
and  when  my  father  asked  them  for  money, 
they  forced  my  father  out  of  the  store,  took 
him  in  the  back  yard,  and  started  to  beat 
him.  After  that,  he  wouldn’t  go  back  into 
the  store  and  for  the  next  few  days,  my 
mother  was  in  charge.  They  continued 
coming  into  the  store  and  would  pay  for 
nothing.  So  later  that  week  we  just  closed 
the  store  and  we  never  re-opened  it  again. 
At  the  time,  we  never  dreamed  that  the  store 
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would  never  be  opened  again.  We  did  not 
go  out  at  night,  especially  my  parents 
because  they  were  noticeably  Jewish  and 
they  wanted  to  stay  out  of  trouble  and  out  of 
sight.  My  father  had  this  long  beard  and 
my  mother  wore  a  wig,  which  was  a 
religious  custom.  Their  names  were  Pearl 
and  Joseph. 

Two  weeks  later,  all  Jewish  children  were 
expelled  from  school.  The  only  reason  ever 
given  was  that  we  were  Jewish.  And  then  a 
few  weeks  later  all  Jewish  people  were 
required  to  wear  a  yellow  Jewish  star  on 
their  jacket.  They  then  imposed  a  curfew 
that  we  could  not  be  ki  the  street  after  the 
evening  hours.  Everyone  was  terrified  and 
scared  to  say  anything.  Everything  changed 
to  German  rules.  This  all  happened  around 
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Passover,  Jewish  holidays.  Then  came  that 
unforgettable  Saturday  morning  that  changed 
my  life  forever  as  I  knew  it.  Very,  very 
early  that  spring  Saturday  morning  there  was 
a  knock  at  the  door.  Several  German 
soldiers  with  rifles  were  waiting  and  told  us 
that  there  was  a  war  and  they  were  trying  to 
protect  us  by  taking  us  away  to  some  place 
safe.  They  told  us  to  get  dressed  with  as 
much  clothing  as  we  wanted  plus  32  pounds, 
which  is  16  kilos,  for  each  person.  They 
told  us  to  lock  the  door  and  keep  the  keys, 
and  when  we  walked  out  they  told  my  father 
he  would  most  likely  come  back  and  reopen 
his  own  door.  They  took  each  family  in  a 
horse  drawn  carriage  about  8  miles  away  to 
a  fenced  ghetto  where  there  were  many 
people  from  my  town  and  nearby  cities. 
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Tents  were  erected  and  we  slept  with  many 


families  together  in  each  tent.  We  were  told 


nothing.  We  stood  in  line  for  food  and  did 


nothing  all  day.  No  one  knew  what  was 


happening  or  what  the  reasons  were. 


You 


may  wonder  why  we  did  nothing,  but  we 


were  kept  in  the  dark  and  were  to  afraid  to 


ask  questions.  We  were  there  a  month  or  so 


and  more  families  were  coming  all  the  time. 


Soldiers  and  guards  surrounded  us  at  all 


times.  We  could  not  leave  the  premises  or 


have  visitors.  We  stayed  that  way  for  about 


a  month  and  fully  expected  to  return  shortly 


to  our  homes.  The  next  thing  I  noticed  was 


that 


families  were 


being 


removed, 


disappearing,  with  no  explanations  except 


that  they  were  being  moved  to  a  camp  with 


better  facilities  where 


they 


would 


be 
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permitted  to  work.  But  we  still  thought  that 
we  eventually  would  return  home.  Never  in 
our  wildest  dreams  did  we  ever  suspect  what 
was  coming.  Then  one  day  my  family  was 
taken.  We  were  taken  to  a  train  station 
where  we  were  put  with  many  other  families 
in  cattle  cars.  Our  journey  began.  We  did 
not  know  the  destination.  We  did  not  know 
the  reason.  We  knew  nothing.  The  cattle 
cars  were  so  crowded  there  was  no  place  to 
lay  down,  but  only  to  sit.  After  many  hours 
traveling,  they  gave  us  cans  to  use  as 
bathroom  facilities.  They  gave  us  some 
food  along  the  way  and  after  many  hours  of 
travel,  they  stopped  and  the  guards  were 
always  changed.  It  seems  that  no  one  was 
permitted  to  know  too  much.  Each  time  a 
new  guard  came,  they  demanded  our 


6 


valuables  and  money.  They  ordered  us  to 
give  them  up  or  they  would  be  taken  from 
us.  After  another  two  days,  we  arrived  at 
our  ultimate  destination,  which  I  now  know 
was  Birkenau,  Auschwitz  in  Poland. 

As  we  arrived,  the  boxcar  where  we  were 
kept  opened  up  and  I  realized  there  were  a 
lot  more  boxcars  than  we  started  with, 
certain  stations  that  we  stopped  at,  a  lot 
more  were  added  to  the  original  number.  I 
looked  out.  I  saw  nothing  but  hundreds  of 
German  soldiers,  armed  and  German 
shepherd  dogs.  I  heard  nothing  but 
screaming,  hollering,  and  barking.  We 
were  a  fast  moving  operation.  We  were 
pushed  out  of  the  cars,  the  crowd  went 
through  a  gate.  We  went  through.  All 
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The  actual  boxcars  where  we  were 
transported  to  Birkenau ,  Auschwitz 
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people  were  separated,  young,  old,  men, 
women,  children  of  a  certain  height  had  to 
go  through  a  certain  gate.  If  they  didn’t 
measure  up  to  a  certain  height,  they  were 
separated  again.  No  families  were  kept 
together.  The  separation  was  so  fast  and 
forceful  by  the  German  soldiers,  that  in 
seconds  you  could  look  to  your  right  or  left 
and  everyone  was  separated.  Small  children 
were  taken  away  from  their  parents  with 
force,  beating,  and  not  a  word  was  spoken. 
All  children  were  thrown  into  waiting, 
closed  trucks.  Older  people  were  put  in 
other  trucks  and  ramps  were  used.  Men, 
women,  older  and  younger  were  all 
separated  and  forced  into  trucks.  All  you 
could  hear  were  soldiers  hollering,  dogs 
barking,  and  people  screaming  and  crying, 
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all  to  no  avail.  There  was  no  way  you 
could  resist  them.  At  this  time,  I  remember 
my  mother  did  not  want  to  let  go  of  my  5  - 
year-old  brother  so  they  pushed  her  in  the 
truck  with  the  children.  This  was  the  last 
time  I  ever  saw  my  mother  and  my  younger 
brother  ever  in  my  life.  I  found  out  a  short 
time  later  they  were  taken  directly  to  a 
crematorium.  There  were  great,  high 
chimneys  burning  24  hours  a  day,  killing 
people.  At  a  later  date,  as  we  asked 
questions,  what  was  burning,  they  told  us  it 
was  clothes.  But  we  did  find  out  a  short 
time  later,  from  people  who  were  there  a 
longer  time  than  me,  that  it  was  a 
crematorium  and  old  people  and  children 
who  were  not  capable  of  working,  were 
burned.  As  we  drove  deeper  into  the  camp, 
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we  got  out  of  the  truck,  we  were  forced  to 
stand  in  line  in  5  rows.  We  were  told  to 
take  off  our  clothes,  leave  them  right  where 
we  were,  go  take  showers,  and  then  come 
back  to  get  our  own  clothes.  As  we  walked 
into  the  big  building,  we  lined  up  and  there 
were  hundreds  of  barbers  that  shaved 
everyone  and  shaved  us  completely  from 
head  to  toe.  Again,  no  reason  was  given. 
From  there,  we  continued  in  the  same 
building  and  we  were  given  prison  clothes. 
If  they  didn’t  fit,  we  were  permitted  to 
exchange  them  between  ourselves.  I  can  see 
now  all  these  things  were  done  to 
demoralize  us,  separate  us,  keep  us  under 
control.  Then  we  were  taken  to  wooden 
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Last  piece  of  wall  standing 
from  Crematorium  at  Auschwitz 
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Plaque  of  Remembrance  on  the 
Walkway  to  the  Crematorium 
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The  Road  they  Walked  to  Death 
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Wooden  Shed 
(held  576  prisoners) 
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Memorial  for  Czechoslovakian  Jews 
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Memorial  for  different  ethnic  groups 
that  went  to  the  Crematorium 
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Frida  standing  in  front  of 

an  Auschwitz  site 


Actual  Entrance  to  Auschwitz 
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buildings  that  were  in  the  shape  of  a  block. 


In  the  buildings  were  bunk-beds,  3  high,  6 


wide.  Eighteen  people  to  a  wooden  bunk 


bed. 


Early  in  the  morning,  several  German 


soldiers  came  in,  blew  the  whistle,  and  in  a 


few  minutes,  we  had  to  be  dressed,  pants, 


shoes,  and  no  shirt.  Then  group  by  group 


we  ran  to  the  building  to  get  washed  and 


they  gave  us  only  a  small  amount  of  time, 


and  always  under  armed  supervision,  so 


was  impossible  to  disobey  and  you  would  be 


severely  punished.  No  one  challenged  them 


as  no  one  wanted  to  find  out  what  the 


punishment  would  be.  We  stood  back  in 


1 


got  food,  very  little,  soup  and  bread 


and  a  piece  of  cheese  or  butter.  After 


breakfast  we  had  to  stand  at  attention  until 


German  soldiers  came  and  looked  us  over 
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and  were  weeding  out  the  strong  ones  from 
the  weak,  and  whoever  they  didn’t  like,  they 
took  away  and  I  never  saw  them  again. 
Many  times  I  saw  Dr.  Mengele,  a  German 
doctor,  coming  by  to  look  us  over.  Some 
were  taken  away  to  work  and  the  rest  were 
left  standing.  A  lot  of  times  I  was  taken 
away  to  pick  potatoes  from  nearby  fields  or 
to  a  cinderblock  factory.  But  always  they 
were  armed  and  were  with  dogs.  As  the 
trucks  left  the  compound,  at  the  gate  there 
was  a  big  sign  that  said,  "Work  makes  you 

free"  (ARBIET  MACHT  FRIE).  We  would 

count  how  many  were  in  a  truck  and  the 
same  amount  had  to  return  (dead  or  alive). 
Many  times,  dead  people  returned  with  live 
ones,  either  shot  or  beat  or  murdered.  One 
of  the  reasons  were  they  didn’t  do  their  job 
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to  satisfaction.  On  one  occasion,  I  worked 
next  to  2  German  soldiers  and  overheard 
that  one  of  the  prisoners  pushed  a 
wheelbarrow  full  of  sand  too  slow. 
Playfully,  one  soldier  said  could  you  aim 
and  shoot  him  right  between  the  eyes.  The 
other  one  aimed  his  gun,  without  one 
thought,  and  shot  the  man  pushing  the 
wheelbarrow.  At  night,  before  we  left 
work,  we  had  to  have  the  dead  bodies  on  the 
truck,  then  they  drove  us  back  to  camp. 
This  is  a  true,  eyewitness  account  of  what 
happened  to  me  and  thousands  and 
thousands  of  others.  Let  no  one  say  it  did 
not  happen.  It  is  hard  to  believe  that  such  a 
beastly  time  did  exist,  when  events  such  as 
these  did  take  place.  What  kind  of 

inhuman,  warped,  diseased  minds  could 
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Survivors  shown  in  their  hunks  at  Buchenwald  concentration 
camp,  April  i  6,  1945.  (  I be  Hcttmaun  Archive) 


have  even  thought  up  these  inconceivable 
events?  I  beg  you,  believe  every  word  I  say 
is  true,  and  one  of  the  reasons  I’m  writing 
this  book  is  so  the  world  will  be  ever 
vigilant  and  never  permit  these  actions  to 
ever  happen  again,  and  be  on  guard  always, 
prepared  to  do  anything  we  must  to  cut  out 
these  kinds  of  actions  as  one  would  cut  out 
a  black  malignant  cancer  and  never  permit 
this  type  of  action  to  gather  strength,  no 
matter  who  this  action  is  taken  against. 

But  now,  let  me  return  to  the  events  that 
follow,  be  prepared.  I  warn  you,  these 
events  will  plague  you,  haunt  you,  disgust 
you,  and  you  really  will  not  want  to  believe 
them.  But  bear  with  me,  the  events  of  the 
coming  days  will  unfold  before  your  eyes  as 
an  unbelievable,  unreal,  murderous 
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nightmare  that  you  find  hard  to  believe  as 
you’re  watching  them  occur  before  your 
eyes.  I  know  now  that  out  of  the  8,000 
children  in  my  camp,  only  90  survived. 
Horror  and  death  became  a  way  of  life.  I 
never,  ever,  for  one  moment  believed  that  I 

would  ever  get  out  of  that  camp  alive.  We 
all  lived  minute  to  minute.  I  cannot  believe 
it  to  this  day. 

After  a  while,  we  didn’t  even  believe  there 
was  a  life  outside  and  we  all  felt  that  sooner 
or  later  we  would  all  wind  up  in  the 
crematorium.  It  was  just  a  matter  of  time. 
Gradually,  in  one  of  the  cell  blocks,  people 
(children)  were  accumulated  about  132 
blocks  and  then  between  6:00  and  9:00  pm, 
the  sirens  would  sound  and  we  all  had  to  be 
in  our  own  block.  We  knew  that  one  of  the 
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blocks  would  always  be  evacuated  and 
everyone  would  be  taken  to  the 
crematorium.  This  happened  at  least  once 
or  twice  a  week.  For  any  weakness,  you 
were  eliminated.  There  were  never  any 
doctors  and  you  better  not  even  complain 
about  yourself  or  you  would  be  next.  But 
we  all  knew,  just  like  any  animal,  that  we 
must  survive  at  any  cost  and  we  all  felt  like 
animals  waiting  for  our  next  meal  which 
was  barely  enough,  or  waiting  for  the  next 
beating.  We  had  Jewish  supervisors  and 
they  had  to  treat  us  just  like  the  Germans  if 
they  wanted  to  stay  alive.  We  were  starved, 
beaten,  and  always  guarded.  Every  day  was 
the  same,  either  waiting  to  be  taken  to 
work,  or  waiting  to  be  taken  away. 
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Second  Camp  -  MAUTIIAUSEN 

One  night  our  block  felt  we  were  next  to  be 
taken  to  the  crematorium.  As  the  guards 
moved  away  from  the  big  double  doors, 
about  30  kids  ran  out.  We  had  no  idea 
where  we  would  run  but  we  felt  we  had  to 
hide  until  this  night  was  over.  I  was  one  of 
these  children.  At  this  point,  the  sirens  all 
came  on.  This  was  the  case  with  any 
incident,  the  sirens  always  came  on.  It 
alerted  all  the  German  soldiers  and  loud 
speakers  came  on,  and  the  dogs  were 
brought  out,  and  the  weapons.  I  personally 
got  caught  in  front  of  the  block  where  they 
kept  all  the  twins.  They  used  them  to  do 
experiments  on.  At  that  time,  the  guard 
grabbed  me  at  the  door  and  asked  me  if  I 
belonged  in  that  building.  I  said  yes,  and  he 
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threw  me  inside.  I  survived  there  for  a  few 


days  but  most  of  the  other  children  that 


were  caught,  were  immediately  taken  away. 


After  a  few  days,  I  somehow  managed  to 


return  to  my  block  and  I  noticed  a  lot  of 


new  faces.  This  was  life,  all  faces  looked 


alike. 


I  stayed  in  this  camp  for  about  a  year.  Each 


month  it  got  worse.  As  I’ve  learned  today, 


as  the  Russian  army  advanced  to  Poland  we 


were  transferred  to  another  camp  called 


Mauthausen. 


believe  that  a  lot  of  the 


people  never  arrived  there,  and  again,  the 


weak  were  transferred  in  big  trucks. 


That 


was  a  time  that  Auschwitz  was  closing 


down. 


was  1945.  As  the  Russians  got 


closer,  we  were  moved  deeper  into  Poland. 


noticed 


there 


were 


a 


whole 


lot 


less 
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prisoners  now  than  when  we  started.  I  had 
no  idea  what  happened  to  them,  we  didn’t 
know  and  we  were  so  beaten  down  that  we 
didn’t  even  care.  We  had  no  spirit.  We 
had  no  will.  We  lived  like  animals  with  no 
hope.  The  new  facilities  were  a  whole  lot 
worse  than  at  Auschwitz.  We  were  only 
allowed  to  go  to  the  bathroom  at  certain 
times.  People  were  falling  daily,  we 
couldn’t  even  care.  There  were  no  more 
clothes,  either  washed  or  exchanged.  I 
believe  I  was  at  this  camp  for  a  few  months. 
There  was  no  work  schedule.  All  day  and 
all  night  we  did  nothing.  They  barely  fed 
us,  just  enough  to  stay  alive.  They  didn’t 
even  need  guns  anymore,  or  dogs.  By  this 
time,  we  had  no  strength,  no  thoughts  of 
revolt.  We  didn’t  even  think  of  running. 
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There  was  no  place  to  run.  There  was  no 


place  to  hide. 


After  a  while,  I  was  transferred  to  another 


camp 


in 


a 


big 


forest,  "Gunskirchen" 


surrounded 


with 


barbed 


wire, 


German 


guards,  and  guns. 


was  summer  time  so 


there  were  no  tents,  no  buildings,  no  cover 


of  any  kind.  We  slept  and  ate  outside  on 


the  ground.  They  fed  us  once  a  day.  There 


was  no  work.  We  watched  as  they  brought 


in  civilians  in  civilian  clothes.  They  were 


Jewish  soldiers  from  all  over  Europe.  They 


had  been  captured  from  their  conquering 


armies  and  brought  to  the  same  camp. 


As 


the  Russians  captured  part  of  Germany  and 


the  crematorium  camps  were  closed, 


we 


were  moved  further  and  further  into  Poland. 


As 


civilians  were  brought  in  wearing 
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Survivors  of  a  Nazi  concentration  camp  in  Austria  Imcratetl  on 
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civilian  clothes,  the  Germans  took  anything 
that  had  any  worth  and  they  took  anything 
they  wanted.  There  were  no  toilets,  just 
holes  in  the  ground.  In  one  incident,  when 
lunch,  which  was  really  just  garbage  soup  in 
a  30-gallon  barrel  in  a  horse  and  carriage, 
this  time  someone  threw  a  bomb  that 
exploded  and  hit  the  horses  and  some 
prisoners.  We  ran  to  pick  up  the  pieces  of 
exploding  horses  and  some  of  us  even 
picked  up  human  body  pieces  and  tried  to 
eat  them  for  survival.  By  this  time,  people 
from  all  over  Europe  were  brought  here. 
There  was  no  separation.  We  were  all  kept 
together.  It  was  so  bad  that  lice  were 
packed  on  all  of  us,  dead  or  alive.  Every 
morning  we  woke  up,  the  dead  bodies  were 
removed  during  the  day. 
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Gunskirchen 


“We  heard  a  little  bit  about  concentration 
camps  after  we  arrived  overseas,  but  only  in 
vague  terms.  As  we  were  moving  into  Austria, 
we  stumbled  upon  the  Gunskirchen  Concentra¬ 
tion  Camp  after  encountering  light  resistance. 

The  first  thing  we  noticed  was  a  horrible  odor; 
the  closer  we  came,  the  worse  it  got.  Then  we 
started  seeing  a  few  people  in  terrible  shape 
trying  to  walk  down  the  road.  Actually  you 
couldn’t  call  them  people;  they  were  skin  and 

bones,  just  indescribable. 

I  remember  our  guys  emptying  their  K 
rations  and  C  rations;  when  you  see  people 
eating  cigarettes  and  whatever  food  there  was, 
you  know  they’re  in  trouble.  I  was  so  taken 
aback  I  just  did  not  know  what  to  do.  When  I 
tried  to  speak  to  them,  all  1  heard  was  a  cry  for 

‘wasser’  (water). 

The  barracks  themselves  were  impossible  to  enter  because  of  the  odor. 
All  I  could  think  of  was -this  can’t  be  real. 

Eventually  I  came  upon  Jewish  survivors,  and  told  them  I  was  Jewish.  It 
was  a  very  emotional  moment.  They  began  to  hug  me,  but  I  could  see  the  lice 
on  their  bodies  and  I  just  couldn’t  handle  it. 

It’s  still  very  difficult  to  talk  about  this.  I  have  had  flashbacks  and  night¬ 
mares  about  it  over  the  years. 

I  stayed  on  in  the  occupation  army  for  a  while.  I  frequently  asked  Ger¬ 
mans  in  the  Augsburg  and  Munich  areas  if  they  knew  what  had  been  going 
on.  No  one  knew.  No  one  was  a  Nazi. 

After  all  this,  I  was  proud  of  being  Jewish  and  I  still  am.  But  I’m  still 
wondering,  why  did  all  this  happen  and  how  did  anyone  survive?  How  could 
one  survive  this  for  a  week,  much  less  a  year  or  more?  It’s  an  example  of 
man’s  inhumanity  to  man.  I’m  convinced  it  could  happen  again.  It  saddens 
me  to  think  that  many  people  need  someone  to  beat  up  on.” 


Mauthausen 


Rosalyn  Orenstein ,  a  native  of  Craccnv ,  Poland ,  teas  incarcerated  in  four 
concentration  camps . 

“I  was  first  sent  to  Plaszow,  spent  three  months  in 
Auschwitz  beginning  in  October  1944,  several  weeks  in 
Bergen-Belsen,  and  was  then  liberated  from  the 
Mauthausen  Concentration  Camp  by  American  troops, 

May  1945. 

1  remember  that  the  Germans  just  walked  away  on 
May  4,  1945.  The  following  day,  as  we  were  creeping  out 
of  a  big  bam,  we  saw  a  jeep  with  three  American  sob 
diers.  All  of  us  were  surprised  because  we  imagined  the 
Americans  to  be  six  feet  tall;  they  were  much  shorter. 

Maybe  it  was  because  they  were  in  a  tank  unit. 

1  can’t  say  enough  about  their  kindness  and  generos¬ 
ity.  They  had  very  little,  just  K  rations.  They  took 
clothing  out  of  German  homes  and  gave  them  to  us  so 

that  we  could  dress  in  civilian  garb.  1  remember  there  were  some  Jewish  Gls 
among  them  who  showed  me  Stars  of  David  they  wore  around  their  necks. 
They  were  just  young  kids  like  we  were.  I  felt  sorry  for  their  mothers  having 
to  send  their  kids  off  to  war  at  age  eighteen.” 


ROl.  Rosalyn 
Orenstein  “back 
from  concentration 

camp,”  August  4, 
1945,  a  few  months 

after  liberation  by 
American  troops. 
Collection  Rosalyn 
Orenstein. 


U.S.  Army  pass  issued  to 
Rosalyn  Orenstein  to  leave 
Mauthausen  to  buy  food. 

Collection  Rosalyn  Orenstein 
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This  was  the  end  of  April  to  the  beginning 
of  May.  I  really  do  not  recall  the  dates. 
One  morning,  we  heard  a  lot  of  gun  shots 
and  in  the  afternoon,  we  looked  around  and 
noticed  that  we  were  not  surrounded  any 
longer  by  German  soldiers  and  that  the  clean 
civilian  clothes  which  they  had  removed 
from  the  new  prisoners,  they  wore  to 
disguise  themselves  because  they  left  their 
German  uniforms  behind.  They  just  got 
dressed  and  ran.  Whoever  had  strength  to 
walk,  myself  and  3  others  got  together  and 
started  walking  out  of  the  camp.  There 
were  no  guards  or  anyone  any  more.  We 
just  walked  until  we  came  to  a  main  street  in 
the  town.  We  saw  English  soldiers  driving 

by  in  trucks.  They  spotted  us,  stopped,  and 
gave  us  a  5-pound  can  of  raw  hamburger 
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meat,  as  that  was  all  they  had.  We  started 
eating  that  and  then  I  must  have  fallen  over 
because  I  remember  waking  up  in  a  German 
hospital  in  Munich  with  Typhus,  which  I 
heard  a  lot  of  people  when  they  were  freed, 
died  of  Typhus.  As  I  got  to  know  where  I 
was,  I  was  in  the  hospital  and  weighed  45 
kilos,  which  is  96  pounds.  I  was  in  the 
hospital  till  I  was  able  to  move,  walk,  and 
eat  normally.  And  then  they  shipped  us  to 
Budapest  for  rehabilitation.  I  was  there  for 
a  few  months.  They  searched  and  found  an 
uncle  of  mine  in  my  home  town.  They 
called  him.  He  came  and  picked  me  up  and 
took  me  back  to  his  home  where  I  was 
reunited  with  my  brother  and  two  sisters. 
My  mother,  my  father,  and  my  smallest 
brother  were  all  killed  but  my  brother  and 
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WARSAW  FRIEND 


Hands  held  high 

in  symbol  of  surrender, 

*  7 

terror  in  your  eyes 

and  fighting  back  the  tears; 

knee-socks,  just  like  mine, 

coat  and  cap  of  wool; 

my  age,  my  playmate  in  another  time. 

How  long,  then,  did  they  let  you  live, 

a  day,  a  week  or  two? 

All  these  years,  these  thirty  years, 
your  picture  etched  upon  my  brain 
ever  since  the  Warsaw  Ghetto  fell, 

I’ve  seen  you  often,  as  I  grew. 

I  see  you  now,  again  tonight,  at  forty. 
Let  me  try 
to  live 
for  you. 


Dan  Gillis 
11/28/94 
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API  1 .  “Upon 
hearing  Americans 
coming,  guards 
forced  prisoners  out 
of  buildings  and  shot 
them.”  American 
officers  and  Gls  view 
the  victims  at 

Ohrdruf,  April  1945. 
Collection  A  be 
Plotkin. 
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SM4.  “American  GIs 

and  Red  Cross  near 
pile  of  dead  bodies, 

Buchenwald,  1945.” 
Collection  Seymour 
M  ermelstein. 


two  sisters  were  also  liberated  from 
concentration  camps. 

In  a  short  time,  my  brother  left  to  go  to 
Canada  to  some  of  my  parents’  friends.  My 
sisters  and  myself  remained  in 
Czechoslovakia  for  about  2  years  with  my 
uncle.  His  entire  family  had  been  killed  by 
the  Germans.  Then  we  moved  deeper  into 
Czechoslovakia  with  my  uncle.  After  the 
first  2  years,  I  went  to  learn  a  trade,  auto 
mechanic,  and  in  1947  I  went  into  a  training 
camp.  I  was  also  trained  to  be  a  soldier  and 
to  go  to  Israel.  Both  my  sisters  got  married 
and  I  lived  with  one  of  them.  I  was  in  the 
army  training  for  about  3  months.  The 
Czechoslovakian  government  provided  the 
training.  I  worked  a  few  months  as  a 
mechanic  and  then  in  mid-1948,  just  as 
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Israel  was  becoming  a  State,  I  was  fighting 
for  them.  I  joined  the  army  in  Israel.  I 
fought  the  Arabs  for  2  years  and  finally  in 
1948,  Israel  became  a  country.  At  that 

time,  I  started  going  with  a  young  lady 
whom  I  knew  from  Czechoslovakia  and  in 
the  last  few  months  I  was  in  the  Israeli 
army,  I  got  married.  The  army  arranged 
my  wedding  and  paid  for  it  in  1951.  She  is 
still  my  wife  today.  She  had  a  similar  past 
but  to  this  day  it’s  still  too  painful  for  her  to 
discuss. 

After  I  got  released  from  the  Israeli  army,  I 
worked  as  an  auto  mechanic  in  Israel  and 
with  my  wife’s  family  help,  I  brought  an  old 
truck  and  became  self  employed.  I  worked 
day  and  night  to  survive  and  then  moved  to 
a  farm,  and  with  my  truck,  I  would  deliver 
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any  merchandise  into  town.  We  worked  on 
this  farm  about  8  years,  where  my  2 
children  were  born.  My  daughter  in  1953, 
and  my  son  in  1958.  Since  I  was  the 
youngest  in  the  family,  my  brother  was  in 
Canada,  my  older  sister  was  in  the  USA 
with  her  husband.  Through  letters  and 
conversation  we  decided  to  be  together  and 

I  planned  on  going  to  the  USA  in  1959. 

Decisions  were  made  that  I  would  go  alone 
without  my  family.  See  what  the  situation 
would  be  in  the  USA.  Observe  the  job 
situation  in  the  USA,  and  I  arrived  here  in 

February,  1959.  I  stayed  with  my  sister 

Helen  and  her  husband  Willy  and  looked 
around  for  job  opportunities.  As  I  did  not 
speak  a  word  of  English,  of  course  I  found 
it  very,  very  hard.  After  a  while,  I  found  a 
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job  as  a  partial  mechanic  working  6  days  a 
week,  10  -  12  hours  daily  for  a  paycheck  of 
$30  weekly.  But  I  knew  I  wouldn’t  stay 
there  too  long  as  I  was  not  afraid  of  work. 
But  I  had  to  start  somewhere  if  I  wanted  to 
stay  and  I  had  a  feeling  deep  inside  that  I 
did  want  to  stay  and  bring  my  family  here. 
As  I  did  not  have  to  pay  room  and  board  at 
my  sisters,  I  saved  some  money  and  had  to 
buy  tools  to  work  with.  I  continued  to  save 

and  after  about  3  months,  there  was  no 
doubt  in  my  mind  so  I  started  to  look  for  an 
apartment  for  my  family  who  were  still  in 
Israel.  They  planned  on  joining  me  so  they 
started  to  work  on  getting  their  papers 
ready.  A  few  months  later,  after  I  found  an 
apartment,  we  made  plans  for  my  family  to 
join  me  here  in  the  USA.  My  daughter 
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Pearl  was  6  years  old  and  my  son  Eddie  was 
18  months  old.  The  money  we  had  saved  in 
the  last  10  years  was  just  about  enough  to 
last  us  until  they  joined  me  over  here. 

They  arrived  the  end  of  1959.  The  long 

awaited  dream  came  true  of  my  family 
joining  me.  They  moved  right  into  the 
apartment,  we  lived  in  a  large,  old 
apartment  building  on  the  5th  floor  with  no 
elevator,  two  bedrooms,  one  bath,  kitchen, 
living  room  and  dining  room.  But  to  us,  it 
was  heaven  because  the  family  was  together 
again,  united,  and  we  could  begin  to  plan  a 
future.  I  thought  of  the  past  nightmare  days 

in  the  concentration  camp.  I  doubted  I  even 
had  a  future  at  all.  I  worked  in  the  daytime, 
came  home,  ate  dinner,  watched  the 
children,  and  then  my  wife  Frida  went  to 
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work.  She  worked  5  to  6  hours  a  night. 
Her  wages  also  were  not  very  much.  She 
also  could  not  speak  English  so  that  limited 
her.  But  she  got  a  job  sewing  at  night  in  a 
factory.  We  saved  a  little  money,  bought 
some  cheap  furniture,  and  spent  $100  for  a 
car.  We  both  worked  very  hard  and  after  a 
while,  I  changed  my  job  and  was  making  a 
little  more  money.  I  picked  up  the  language 
as  best  I  could.  Our  time  was  spent 
working,  eating,  enjoying  the  kids,  and 
sleeping. 

After  about  a  year,  with  the  help  of  some 
family  loans  and  what  we  had  saved,  we  put 
down  a  small  down  payment  of  $1 ,000  on  a 

$10,000  home  in  Overbrook  Park  and 
moved  in  1960. 
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My  first  apartment  on  Walnut  Street 
in  Philadelphia 


t 
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A  gentleman  happened  to  see  me  work  and 
saw  how  hard  I  worked  at  the  garage,  he 
had  a  gas  station.  He  asked  me  if  I  would 
be  willing  to  come  to  work  for  him.  His 
name  was  Arrie.  As  I  worked  for  him  at 
the  gas  station,  he  liked  what  he  saw  in  me 
and  soon  asked  me  if  I  would  like  to 
become  his  partner.  The  money  situation 
that  we  worked  out  was,  I  could  put  very 
little  cash  down  and  pay  off  the  rest  as  1 
worked.  For  the  next  16  years,  we  were 
partners  and  friends.  When  things  got 
difficult  between  us  and  Gulf  company,  who 
we  were  in  business  with  since  1976,  my 
partner  Arrie  decided  he  wanted  to  leave  the 
business  and  I  decided  to  take  the  entire 
thing  over.  Lots  of  debt,  lots  of  accounts 


My  Overbrook  Park  House 


My  Gas  Station 
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payable,  and  a  lot  of  responsibility. 
Frankly,  I  was  scared.  But  I  had  a  feeling 
that  I  could  make  it.  I  didn’t  feel  I  had  a 
choice.  I  had  to  make  it.  As  I  knew 
myself,  from  my  very  difficult  days,  this 
was  one  more  thing  I  would  overcome. 
Again,  I  worked  very  hard,  days  and  many 
nights  and  it  took  me  about  2  years  till  I  had 
everything  paid  off.  I  then  could  start  to 
breathe  freely  again.  I  am  still  at  the  same 
location  now  as  when  I  started  except  today 
I  own  it  myself  and  I  still  have  the  help  of 
my  family.  I  have  expanded  it  and  in  the 
last  few  years,  my  son  Eddie  has  become  a 
large  part  of  my  success.  My  family  has 
always  supported  me  in  what  I  wanted  to 
accomplish.  In  good  times  and  in  bad  times 
and  my  wife  especially  has  always  been 
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there  for  me,  standing  by  me,  and  helping 


me  to  overcome  bad  days.  When  I  needed 


someone,  I  could  always  depend  on  my 


daughter  Pearl,  Eddie,  and  most  of  all,  my 


wife,  Frida,  to  whom  I  am  very  thankful. 


By  this  time  I  knew  the  language  pretty  well 


and 


always  try  to  be  understanding  and 


helpful  to  my  customers  and  have  built  up  a 


very 


nice  following 


and 


a 


lot  of  good 


feelings. 


After  the  camp  I  was  very  bitter.  I  lost  my 


parents,  siblings,  a  lot  of  family  and  friends. 


kept 


asking 


questions,  especially 


to 


myself... why,  I  asked  older  people,  smarter 


people,  I  even  turned  to  the  Rabbi 


same 


answer,  "That  the  good  ones,  God  takes 


and  the  rest  must  remain  to  suffer".  I  never 


accepted  that  answer,  even  until  today,  and 


I  keep  searching  for  answers,  till  one  day  I 
realized  that  there  are  certain  questions  that 
there  are  no  answers  for,  and  this  is  one  of 
them.  I  will  never  know  why  this  happened 
to  me,  eventually,  I  accepted  that  this  was 
meant  to  be,  from  a  higher  power.  I  am 
still  so  very  sorry  that  my  children  and  my 
grandchildren  never  could  have  the  pleasure 
of  grandparents  and  family  that  were  lost  in 
this  horrible  tragedy.  We  know  how 
important  grandchildren  are  to  grandparents 
and  how  wonderful  grandparents  are  for 
grandchildren  and  I  am  very  glad  that  I  am 
here  to  enjoy  my  grandchildren  and  friends 
and  to  tell  the  world  that  the  Holocaust  did 
happen  and  I  intend  to  speak  at  schools  and 
organizations,  etc.  and  on  any  occasion  that 
I  can,  to  give  this  message  to  children  and 
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grown-ups  and  keep  this  dark  period  in 
history  from  being  forgotten.  I  have  been 
speaking  for  several  years  now,  whenever  I 
am  asked,  and  hopefully  these  grim 
reminders  will  keep  this  kind  of  horror  from 
ever  happening  again,  to  anyone,  regardless 
of  race,  religion,  or  prejudice.  The  only 
way  I  have  survived  this  event  at  all  is  to  try 

to  look  ahead  and  to  see  that  the  world 
could  be  a  beautiful  place  if  the  human  race 
will  take  the  time  to  try  to  understand  each 
other  and  realize  that  we  all  have  to  survive 
on  the  same  planet,  and  if  I  can  help  only 
one  person  by  my  account  that  I  lived 
through,  I  will  feel  very  lucky  and  I  do 
realize  it  doesn’t  take  too  many  evil  people 
to  make  life  miserable  for  all.  "All  it  takes 
for  evil  to  survive  is  for  good  people  to  do 
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nothing".  The  Germans  made  the  events 
purposely  so  horrible  and  unbelievable  and 
beyond  imagination  that  if  someone  by 
chance  escaped  and  returned  to  their  home 
land  and  told  what  actually  was  going  on, 
no  one  would  believe  them  and  they  would 
think  that  the  person  was  crazy.  This  was 
all  part  of  their  plan  to  exterminate  every 
Jew  in  Europe. 

In  1959,  when  I  first  arrived  from  Israel,  I 

left  my  family  behind  to  see  if  I  could  make 
a  new  life  for  us  in  America.  I  was  scared 
and  worried  that  I  might  not  make  it.  I 
didn’t  want  to  burn  my  bridges  in  Israel  just 
in  case  I  had  to  return,  because  of  the 
language  barrier  or  the  customs  or  the 
loneliness,  but  as  you  read  my  story  you 
will  see  that  I  have  tried  to  keep  my  head 


and  vision  clear  and  I  have  come  a  long  way 


and 


today , 


have 


a 


beautiful  family, 


beautiful  home,  good  health,  and  a  positive 


outlook,  which  I  hope  to  continue.  But  this 


is  my  first-hand  account  of  those  awful 


days. 


would  like  to  think  that  I  can  help 


to  improve  people’s  understanding.  If  each 


person  would  dedicate  a  moment  of  their 


time  to  understanding  and  try  to  appreciate 


our  differences,  we  will  be  on  our  way  to 


developing  a  human  bond. 


It  is  hard  to  believe  that  a  human  mind 


could  conceive  of  such  gruesome  torture  and 


widespread  demonic  evilness  without  heaven 


itself  reaching  out  and  putting  a  stop  to 


but  it  has  crossed  my  mind  that  if  this  is 


what  the  human  race  is  capable  of  (at  its 


worse),  perhaps 


we 


shouldn’t  survive. 
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Perhaps  the  planet  would  revert  back  to  the 
animals  it  started  with.  I  have  searched  my 
heart  and  soul  for  50  years  and  cannot  find 
a  shred  of  a  lesson  that  we  have  learned 
from  this  experience,  but  yet,  it  is  hard  to 

4 

live  and  not  believe  in  something.  I  have 
tried,  but  I  keep  clinging  to  a  faint  hope  that 
some  day  I  will  understand.  My  soul  still 
cannot  rest.  All  I  know  is  I  am  grateful  for 
every  little  thing  that  life  has  to  offer. 
People  ask,  "How  can  you  go  on  living  after 
what  you’ve  been  through?".  But  it  has  the 
opposite  effect  on  me.  I  am  so  glad  to  be 
alive  and  I  try  to  get  every  drop  of  life  out 
of  each  hour  of  the  days  that  I  have  been 
given.  All  I  can  do  is  accept  it.  Live  my 
life  with  a  clear  conscience,  do  as  much 
good  as  I  can,  and  tell  my  story  so  that  the 
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world  will  not  forget  what  happened  to  me 
and  6  million  others  starting  early  one 
Saturday  morning. 

This  is  a  shocking  and  painful  story,  but  it 
must  be  told  and  retold  and  never  be 
forgotten.  Long  after  I  leave  this  Earth, 
please  read  this  book  and  remember. 
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should  Universal  or  another  movie 
;tudio  ever  consider  filming  another 
‘rags  to  riches"  story  about  a  hard¬ 
working  European  immigrant  who 
makes  good  in  America,  the  first 
person  they  should  call  is  Michael 
Herskovitz.  Mike's  store  cerlamh 

deserves  billing  a*  a  classic  Ameruan 

success  store. 

* 

It  began  in  1939  when  Mike  came  tn 
the  United  Stales  from  his  native 
Czechoslovakia  His  wife  waited  in 
their  native  homeland  with  their  two 
children  until  Mike  was  employed 
He  soon  began  work  at  a  neighbor¬ 
hood  Gulf  station  and  after  two 
months  of  employment  was  offered  a 
partnership  in  the  business.  Today,  he 
is  its  sole  dealer  serving  three  genera - 


Mike's  Gulf  Service  is  located  in  a 
cross-section  of  Philadelphia  where 
the  residential  and  business  commu¬ 
nity  meet  The  operation  is  described 
by  Mike  as  a  "family  affair"  because 
93  percent  of  its  business  comes  from 
stead v  customers  The  former  I’hila- 

dclphta  district  oltiics  wttp  located 
behind  the  si at it »n  and  Mike  attributes 

.1  lot  of  his  success  to  the  support 

he  received  I  rum  Cull  personnel  who 
visited  the  station  on  a  regular  basis. 

'Cull  is  the  best  company  to  work 
with/'  Mike  said.  '  !  received  a  lot  of 
help  from  the  district.  I  used  to  do 
the  repair  work  on  several  of  Gulf's 
vehicles  and  !  became  friends  with 
many  people  there/' 

Competition  in  the  area  surround¬ 


ing  Mike’s  station  is  very  heavy,  but 
his  steady  customers  have  supported 
him  continuously  through  the  years 
because  of  his  good  work.  Both  full- 
and  self-service  islands  are  available 
and  the  majority  of  gasoline  pur¬ 
chases  are  done  full-service.  The  sta¬ 
tion's  monthly  salt’s  average  40,(M)() 
gallons  of  gasoline,  12,000  gallons  of 
diesel  fuel  and  400  gallons  of  motor 
oil.  Bookkeeping  is  kept  up-to-date 
daily  by  Mr.  Herskovitz.  He  logs  the 
day's  figures  each  night  in  order  to 
assess  the  trends  in  his  operation. 

"We  are  dedicated  to  the  customers 
here/'  said  Mike.  "I  have  good  work¬ 
ers  and  they  all  have  been  at  this 
station  for  a  long  time.  We  know  what 

our  customers  have  come  to  expect 


ZdSlomer  Service  >S  not  3H  WO'*  V  -I  tittle  hnmnr  fn  r/ir  /ol* 
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from  us.  and  we  don't  disappoint 
them." 

One  of  the  things  Mike's  customers 
look  forward  to  is  listening  to  his  ex¬ 
periences,  which  he  is  always  pleased 
to  relate  A  congenial  atmosphere 
makes  working  at  the  station  a  plea¬ 
sure  and  not  a  chore  lor  lus  eight 
employees.  "I'm  just  one  of  the  guys 
here,  "  said  Mike.  "We  all  work 
together  and  enjov  the  |ob  we  re 
doing.” 

Four  mechanics  keep  busy  at  the 
station's  three  service  bavs.  Custom- 
ers  needing  repair  work  don't  worry 
about  getting  their  vehicles  to  the 
station  when  they  deal  with  Mike.  He 
picks  up  vehicles,  when  needed,  and 
then  returns  them  to  their  owners. 


A  new  car  rental  service  available  at 
the  station  also  keeps  customers  from 
being  bothered  with  transportation 
inconvenience  while  their  car  is  being 
fixed.  To  announce  this  new  service, 
Mike  recently  distributed  special  $10 
discount  coupons  to  his  customers. 
I  he  results  were  positive  and  the 
new  service  seems  to  be  gaining  in 
popularity. 

The  mechanics  also  keep  busy  do¬ 
ing  state  vehicle  inspections.  Mike's 
Gulf  Service  does  an  average  of  1,300 
inspections  a  year — a  testament  that 

Mike's  customers  relv  on  his  station 

* 

tii  fulfill  nil  their  maintenance  needs. 

It  is  fortunate  the  facility  contains  a 
large  stock  room  because  Mike  be¬ 
lieves  in  making  volume  purchases. 


The  stock  is  kept  orderly  by  one 
person  employed  solely  for  that 
responsibility.  "If  you  make  your 
purchases  in  volume  you  have  buy¬ 
ing  power  and  can  afford  to  price 
more  competitively.  The  savings  are 
passed  on  to  the  customer/'  said  Mr. 
Herskovitz. 

In  summing  his  assessment  of  how 
a  good  Gulf  station  should  operate, 
Mr.  Herskovitz  said  it  takes  dedica¬ 
tion  and  hard  work.  "You  keep  on  top 
of  it  by  getting  to  the  station  early  and 
staying  late  and  enjoying  every  min¬ 
ute  of  it.  You  have  to  like  what  you 
do.  Myself,  I  don't  like  it  — I  love  it/  • 


Driveway  attendant  Cliff  Adams  has  worked  at 
the  station  tor  more  than  15  years  and  enjoys 
the  daily  work  activities  and  greeting  the 
customers 


Top  Mike  Herskovtz  operates  a  s ur.cey^/ui 
neighborhood  Guff  station  >n  Philadelphia 


Bottom  Mike  keeps  ni s  row  rruo  n'  :  /'  . 

Jim  Kummerlmg  busy  rescuing  st'jn,  ie>  * **«.  •:»  i 

sts  and orov'dina  excellent  'eca-r 


Mike  employs  tour  me<  hann.S  hut  often  attends  to  specific  service  work  himself 
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Wiesel:  Judaism  is  not  about  catastrophe 


By  ROBERT  LEtTER 

Exponent  Staff 

Although  the  sufferings  of  the 
Jewish  people  can  easily  be  docu¬ 
mented,  Jewish  history  is  not  about 
catastrophe,  contends  author  Elie 
Wiesel. 

Rather,  he  told  a  local  audience 
Monday  night,  Jewish  history  is 
about  overcoming  catastrophe. 

"It  is  a  response  to  suffering.*’  the 
Nobel  Peace  Prize  winner  said. 
"Judaism  is  life-oriented,  joy- 
oriented.  Judaism  is  about  overcom¬ 
ing  sadness." 

One  of  the  important  ways  Jews 
have  always  persevered,  the  novelist 
and  essayist  said,  is  through  study 
and  learning. 

Wiesel  made  his  remarks  to  a 
packed  audience,  composed  mostly 
of  students,  at  Irvine  Auditorium  on 
the  University  of  Pennsylvania  cam¬ 


pus.  The  university  branch  of  the 
Stcinhardt  Jewish  Heritage  Program 
sponsored  the  lecture. 

The  national  pilot  program  was 
instituted  by  Wall  Street  super-trader 
Michael  Steinhardt.  The  program’s 
goal  is  to  first  educate  students 
Jewishly,  and  then  encourage  them 
to  reach  out  to  peers  through  pro¬ 
grams  the  students  devise,  such  as  the 
Wiesel  lecture,  according  to  Rabbi 
Ephraim  Levin,  campus  rabbi  at  the 
Lubavitch  House. 

The  Steinhardt  program  was  ini¬ 
tiated  and  is  being  implemented 
through  C  hahad/I  ubavitch  Houses 
on  campuses  throughout  (tic  conn 
try 

Wiesel  began  his  talk  with  a  story 
from  the  Talmud  about  Rabbi  Ish- 
macl.  who  was  tortured  because  he 

See  WIESEL  page  36 


ELIE  WIESEL 

prtfio  “tragedy"  to  "Holocaust” 


WIESEL 

from  page  13 

was  a  Jew.  At  one  point,  the  pain 
became  too  much  for  him  and  he 
began  to  cry. 

"Then  a  heavenly  voice  was 
heard,"  Wiesel  related,  "and  it  said: 
'If  you  should  shed  one  more  tear, 
the  world  will  be  returned  to  its 
i  primary  chaos.' 

"I  did  not  understand  this  story 
when  I  first  read  it  as  a  young  boy," 
Wiesel  said.  "Chaos  —  the  word 
interested  me.  Why  chaos?  Why  did 
the  heavenly  voice  not  say  the  world 
will  be  destroyed?  Then  I  realized 
|  that  the  ultimate  Jewish  punishment 
|  is  not  the  end,  not  death,  but  chaos. 

"The  ultimate  punishment  will  be 
when  everything  will  merge  into 
everything  else,  when  mercy  and 
cruelty  will  have  the  same  face.  To 
live  in  a  world  where  we  do  not  know 
the  proper  direction  to  follow  is  the 
greatest  tragedy  that  could  befall 
humanity. 

"As  we  come  to  the  end  of  this 
century,  this  mitlenium,  I  fear  that 
chaos  is  setting  in." 

When  speaking  of  chaos,  Wiesel,  a 
survivor,  could  not  help  but  refer  to 
the  Holocaust.  But  he  refuses  to  use 
that  word,  he  said,  because  it  has 
been  diluted.  He  prefers  the  word 
"tragedy." 

"As  Jews."  he  said,  "we  cannot 
study  this  tragedy  exclusively.  If  we 
do  so,  we  will  become  a  morbid  —  a 
melancholy  —  people. 

"When  I  am  asked  how  we  sur¬ 
vived  the  tragedy,  I  never  answer, 
because  I  don't  know,"  he  con¬ 
tinued.  "What  is  more  important  is 
how  it  was  possible  after  the  war  that 
friends  my  age  —  friends  who  were  6 
and  7  years  old,  who  spent  months 


and  months  in  those  horrible  places 
—  did  not  lose  their  minds. 

"Any  psychologist  would  say, 
normally  we  should  have  been  abnor¬ 
mal,"  the  writer  said,  "But  what 
saved  me  was  the  passion  for  study.  I 
plunged  myself  Into  that  world  im¬ 
mediately.  I  became  terribly  reli¬ 
gious,  more  than  I  am  now.  By  doing 
this,  I  wanted  to  say  that  they  (the 
Nazis)  did  not  instill  a  drop  of  chaos 
in  me." 

Wiesel  offered  a  cautious  look  at 
the  future. 

"I  fear  that  at  some  point  in  the 
year  2000,  good,  decent  people 
among  the  gentiles,  the  very  people 
we  now  call  our  friends,  will  say, 
'You  must  let  us  forget  what  hap¬ 
pened  to  your  people  in  the  20th 
century.  Our  children  cannot  grow 
up  with  this  knowledge/  And  what 
will  your  answer  be? 

"I  insist  again  —  learn.  In  (he 
worst  of  times,  Jews  continued  to 
learn.  Never  did  they  stop  teaching 
and  studying.  Think  of  those  times 
and  you  cannot  but  be  committed  to 
their  example.  What  do  we  have  to 
offer  if  not  what  we  have  received?" 

■ 
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Ignorance  of  Holocaust  widespread 

WASHINGTON  (JTA)  —  Ignorance  of  ibe  Holocaust  is 
widespread  among  a  significant  portion  of  American  adults 
and  high  school  students,  accovding  to  an  American  Jewish 
Committee  survey  released  here  Monday. 

The  survey,  "What  Do  Americans  Know  About  the 
Holocaust?"  was  based  on  questionnaires  filled  out  by  992 
adults  and  506  high-school  students.  It  revealed  a  serious 
knowledge  gap  in  both  groups  with  regard  lo  basic  knowledge 
about  the  Holocaust.  From  more  than  one-third  to  just  under 
two-thirds  of  American  adults  and  a  majority  of  high-school 
students  failed  to  give  correct  answers  to  four  questions 
measuring  that  knowledge. 

And  sizable  minorities  of  those  questioned  said  they  were 
open  to  believing  the  possibility  that  the  Holocaust  never 
happened  at  all.  However,  a  majority  of  adults  and  youth 
surveyed  said  they  believe  the  Holocaust  is  relevant  today  and 
that  it  is  important  for  all  Americans  lo  know  about  and 
understand  it. 

When  asked,  "As  far  as  you  know,  what  docs  the  term 
'Holocaust*  refer  to?"  38  percent  of  adults  and  53  percent  of 
high-school  students  cither  said  they  "don't  know"  or  offered 
completely  incorrect  answers. 

When  asked,  "From  what  you  know  or  have  heard,  what 
were  Auschwitz,  Dachau  and  Treblinka?"  62  percent  of 
adults  and  48  percent  of  high-school  students  answered 
"concentration  camp." 

A  majority  of  both  groups  said  they  didn't  know  or 
answered  incorrectly  when  asked  how  many  Jews  were  killed 
in  the  Holocaust.  But  60  percent  of  the  adults  and  53  percent 
of  the  students  agreed  with  the  statement,  "The  Holocaust 
makes  clear  the  need  for  the  State  of  Israel  as  a  place  of  refuge 
for  Jews  in  time  of  persecution." 
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Speaker 

Remembers 

Holocaust 

BY  ANDREA  POWER 
Gristly  Entertainment  Editor 
'It's  easy  to  listen,  but  hard  to 
understand,"  the  speaker  repeated 
several  times  on  Monday  night. 
The  speaker  was  Michael  Her¬ 
skovitz,  a  holocaust  survivor.  At 
the  8th  Annual  Ursinus  Holocaust 
Commemoration,  Herskoviu  spoke 
to  a  group  of  sixty  listeners  about 
his  experience  in  Nazi  concen¬ 
tration  camps. 

Herskoviu  was  right.  It  is  easy 
to  listen,  but  it  is  easier  to  under¬ 
stand  by  imagining  Imagine  that 
you  are  thirteen  years  old  and  are 
living  in  Czechoslovakia  about 
forty  years  ago  At  five  in  the 

morning,  German  soldiers  come 
into  your  house  and  tell  you  to 

pack  up  your  belongings,  for  they 
are  taking  you  some  place  where 

you  will  be  protected  from  the 
war.  The  soldiers  inform  you  that 
when  the  danger  is  over,  you  will 
return  to  your  home. 

Sec  Holocaust  P.  7 


Holocaust  From  P.  I 

You  and  your  family  board  a 

train  with  other  families  who  will 

also  be  protected  from  the  war. 
Your  destination  is  a 

Jewish  ghetto,  where  vou  Slav  for 
a  lime  until  you  board  a 

cattle  train  that  takes  you  to  Ausch¬ 
witz.  At  the  train  station  in  Ausch¬ 
witz.  your  family  is  separated  by 

the  German  soldiers,  and  vou  never 

* 

sec  them  again 

You  are  then  taken  to  a  concentra¬ 
tion  camp,  where  you  stay  until 
you  arc  moved  to  another  camp  in 

Mauthausen.  The  concentration 
camps,  you  find  out.  are  separated 
by  age  groups  and  sex. 

When  you  first  arrive  at  the 
camp,  you  and  the  other  teenagers 
are  told  to  take  off  your  clothes 
You  are  then  taken  into  a  large 
shower  where  you  wash  yourscll. 

After  you  come  out  of  the  shower. 

you  put  on  striped  pants  and  shirts 

that  have  been  given  to  vou.  Then, 

you  go  into  another  room  where 
your  hair  is  shaved  off. 

At  theconcentration  camp,  you 
spend  most  of  the  day  working 
outside.  You  arc  not  given  much 
food,  but  you  do  not  dare  to  say 
you  feel  sick  or  tired,  for  you  will 

be  taken  awav  and  killed.  Armed 

# 

German  guards  arc  everywhere  in 
the  camp,  and  you  cannot  escape 
Votrneremuallv  become  like  an 

animal,  and  you i  out v  hope  it  am 

is  to  survive. 

One  day,  all  of  the  guards  are 
gone.  You  and  the  other  prisoners 
start  to  leave  the  camp,  but  you  are 

•(raid  that  the  soldiers  arc  tricking 

•  • 


you  English  soldiers  find  you  and 
give  you  food  After  a  year  and  a 
half  in  the  camp,  you  are  finally 
free 

Th  is  experience  is  typical  of  what 

Michael  Herskovitz  and  one  million 

other  survivors  of  the  Holocaust 

endured  After  living  in  Russia  and 
Israel  lor  a  time,  Herskovitz  moved 

to  the  U  S  He  runs  a  local  business 
in  Bala  Cvnwyd.  where  he  and 

his  family  live.  One  of  the  most 
important  things  in  Hcrskovitz's 
life  is  family  He  is  proud  of  his 
family,  who  came  with  him  to 
Ursinus  and  listened  to  his  story. 
Another  im|>ortnnt  thing  to  I  lers- 

kovitz  is  freedom  The  Holocaust 
taught  everyone  about  freedom, 
hut  the  survivors  can  teach  us 
more  by  reminding  us,  like  Hers¬ 
kovitz  did,  of  how  precious  free¬ 
dom  really  is. 
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TO:  THI-COUNTY  NEWS 

l  have  been  a  part  of  this  community  for  the  past  1  years 
and  although  I  have  become  a  citizen  of  this  wonderful  country, 
my  true  feelings  have  always  considered  Israel  my  homeland. 

I  was  bom  Ln  Europe,  where  Jews  were  always  degraded  and 
persecuted.  At  14  years  of  age  I  was  taken  to  a  concentration 
camp  In  which  1  was  completely  shattered.  I  asked  myself,  "Why 
was  I  born  a  Jew?"  in  1948  1  went  to  Israel  to  start  to  build  my 
life  again  and  gradually,  because  of  the  freedom  from  Intoler¬ 
ance  that  I  found  there,  1  became  happy  and  proud  that  I  was 
Jewish. 

Now  1  am  In  the  United  States  but  still  have  deep  feelings  for 
Israel  but  I  never  knew  how  many  Jews  have  the  same  feeling  til 
Monday,  June  5th. 

On  that  day  because  of  the  war  Involving  Israel  and  the 
Arab  nations  I  could  sec  the  concern  In  each  person's  face 
as  they  came  and  went  to  my  place  of  business.  It  didn't  mat¬ 
ter,  Jew  or  non-Jew,  everyone  was  worried,  but  they  still 
tried  to  keep  my  spirits  up  because  of  my  deep  feelings. 

On  Wednesday  I  was  feeling  very  depressed  and  decided  to 
come  home  early.  As  I  stepped  Into  the  doorway  the  first  thing 
that  caught  my  eye  was  the  TRI-COUNTY  Newspaper.  The 
first  words  at  the  very  top  of  the  newspaper  said  ISRAEL 
EMERGENCY.  Maybe  these  words  didn't  mean  too  much  to 
anyone  else;  but  to  me,  because  of  my  past,  experience  In 
Europe,  these  two  words  showed  me  that  I'm  not  alone  and 
I  finally  am  HOME  AT  LAST.  Thank  you, 

Michael  Herskovitz, 

City  Line  Gulf  Station 
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Mike  Herskovitz  at  the  Wailing  Wall  in  Israel 
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Isaac  Tiliel,  TH  1). 
Dircclor  of  Fducati on 


April  29,  1992 


Mr.  Michael  Herskovltz 

Pll  Redacted 

Dear  Mr.  Herskovltzi 


This  Is  to  express  our  sincere  thanks  and  appreciation  to 
you  for  visiting  our  school  and  sharing  your  personal  experiences 
with  our  students.  Your  talk  helped  to  provide  them  with  a 
better  knowledge  and  understanding  in  remembrance  of  the  Holocaust. 


S lncerely 


Isaac  Eshe  1  ,  Ph . D . 
Director  of  Education 
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Collegevllle.  Pennsylvania  19426  *  (215)489  4111 


April  25,  1988 


Mr.  Mir.  line  1  llersknvilz 


Pll  Redacted 


Dear  Mr .  Herskovilz, 

I  want  to  thank  you  once  again  for  your  fine  presen¬ 
tation  on  Monday  night,  April  18,  1988  for  our  Holocaust 

c  ommemo  r  a  t i on . 

As  I'm  sure  you  could  tell  hy  their  reactions,  our 
students  were  fascinated  and  moved  hy  your  account  of 
your  experiences.  We  are  graLeful  to  you  for  your  cour¬ 
age  in  living  Lit  rough  them  and  telling  us  about  them. 

I  am  enclosing  a  copy  of  the  student  newspaper 
account  of  your  talk.  As  I  said  the  other  evening,  we 
would  be  glad  to  pay  the  cost  of  copying  the  videotape 
made  by  your  son  so  we  could  put  it  in  the  library. 

Thank  you  again  for  contributing  so  greatly  to  the 
educational  enrichment  of  our  students. 


Sincerely  yours, 


Frances  Novack 
Modern  Languages 
Advisor  , 
Organization  of 
Jewish  Students 
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Holocaust  Survivor  Talk 


the  Six  Million  Jewish  Martyrs 


Monday,  April  18 

7:30  p.m. 


Parents 


Lounge 


ANNUA  I,  HOLOCAUST  COMHF.MOR AT  I  ON  PROGRAM 

Sponsor  nl  h  j  Cnmpu«?  Ministry,  History  Pop? 
n  rifl  t.  lie  0  r  p  n  n  i  z  n  L  i  o  n  of  Jewish  Stmlcnt.fi 
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(Giie  Wiesel,  read  at  Auschwitz) 


Listen  to  the  wind, 

for  there  is  nothing  else  we  can  Listen  to. 

For  this  was  the  place  where  children  became  old 
and  where  the  old  had  no  children  to  console. 

Listen  to  the  stones,  for  the  stones  themselves  were  broken 
as  our  hearts  were  broken. 

For  this  is  the  place  of  eternal  night. 

Never  will  there  be  sun  here 
Do  not  trust  your  eyes 
There  is  no  sun  here 

Never  trust  anything  else,  for  there  is  no  one  to  trust  here. 


In  this  place  people  were  so  abandoned,  so  doomed, 
and  their  solitude  and  silence  were  such 
that  even  now  we  capture  something 
simply  by  being  here. 


This  is  the  place  --  a  kingdom 
Can  you  imagine: 

four  million  people  lived  and  vanished  overnight  in  this  place. 

We  could  build  a  nation  with  four  million  people. 

There  would  be  enough  doctors,  enough  teachers,  enough  parents,  enough  children,  enough 
prinoes,  enough  beggars,  enough  merchants,  enough  dreamers 
to  build  a  people. 

And  in  this  spaoe,  which  became  a  grave  of  man's  heart, 
that  kingdom  vanished. 


Listen  to  the  wind. 

And  listen  to  the  sky. 

For  we  are  here  to  pray,  as  in  a  cemetery 

But  this  is  no  cemetery 

They  have  no  cemetery 

They  did  not  even  have  a  cemetery. 

We  are  their  cemeteries 
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My  Parents: 
Joseph  and  Pearl 
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My  wife  Frida  and  me 

1992 


t 
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My  Home  Today 
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Bonnie  Jacobs-Lynch 
Publisher  &  Editor  1994 

Marc  Berk 

For  his  interest  and  contribution 
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Top  -  Left  to  Right 

Michele  (g  rondo  lighter),  Eddie  (son),  Myself, 

Avi  (grandson),  Jackie  (son-in-law),  Jennifer  (grandaughter) 

Bottom  -  Left  to  Right 

Steven  (grandson),  Jean  (daughter-in-law), 

Frida  (wife),  Pearl  (daughter) 


After  the  war  when  I  was  16  or  17  years  of  age,  I 
started  thinking  a  little  about  my  future.  I  started 
working  in  a  big  garage.  At  first,  cleaning  and 
sweeping.  And  then  fixing  parts  of  farm  equipment  and 
tractors.  Then  I  slowly  started  learning  about 
mechanics.  For  the  first  time  since  I  got  out  of  the 
concentration  camp,  I  started  looking  forward  to  the 
future  and  thinking  about  the  family  I  lost  and  I  know 
how  proud  I  would  have  made  my  parents  if  they  could 
see  me  today.  To  keep  my  mind  at  ease,  I  tried  to  keep 
focused  on  the  future  and  rarely  let  myself  think  about 
the  past.  I  think  that  is  the  secret  of  survival.  My 
advice  to  the  next  generation  is  to  find  something 
positive  to  do  with  your  life,  help  others,  respect 
yourself  and  others.  Don't  waste  time  feeling  sorry  for 
yourself.  I  just  thank  God  I  have  lived  to  reach  age  65 
and  am  thankful  for  each  day  that  I  live. 


Sometimes  in  life  when  all  is  lost 
There  can  be  something  found 
If  humanity  is  stripped  away 
The  human  spirit  can  rebound 

This  tribute  to  our  essence 
Is  truly  shining  through 
And  life  becomes  triumphant 
Tears  and  scars  are  shared  with  you 


Suzanne  Jacobs 
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My  name  is  Michael  Herskovitz.  It  is 
now  1994.  On  February  5,  1994  I  will 
turn  65  years  old.  I  want  to  take  this 
occasion  to  announce  that  in  a  few  weeks 
I  will  be  retiring  and  I  am  very  grateful 
that  I  got  to  this  day.  I  want  to  thank  my 
wonderful  family  and  friends,  I  thank  my 
good  fortune  and  I  thank  God.  I  will  now 
try  to  enjoy  the  rest  of  this  life  I  was 
given  and  hope  to  be  a  living 
remembrance  that  no  matter  what  life 
hands  you,  you  should  always  try  to  do 
your  best  and  never  give  up.  Remember 
my  story.  I  pray  it  gives  you  hope. 

Michael  Herskovitz 


n 


From  Out  of  the  Ashes 


When  death  surrounds  you 
And  there  is  no  way  out 
Life  becomes  vivid 
Stark  and  there’s  little  doubt 

We  fight  for  each  moment 
Cling  to  each  breath 
Just  a  flicker  of  hope  left 
Before  final  death 

But  we  pray  to  be  saved 
Continue  to  live 
We’ll  promise  you  anything 
Our  souls  we  would  give 

How  many  have  died 
With  prayers  on  their  lips 
In  honor  disbelieving 
Gas  chambers  and  whips 

We  must  not  forget  them 
Never  lose  sight 
Of  these  hideous  deeds 
That  torture  the  night 


Emblazon  the  truth 
On  all  future  acts 
Don’t  say  it  didn’t  happen 
Or  alter  the  facts 

Let’s  praise  human  glory 
Let  bitterness  die 
And  hatred  and  envy 
Kiss  sorrow  goodbye 

Let’s  simmer  in  love 
The  flavor  throughout 
Will  burn  off  the  evil 
And  get  rid  of  this  drought 

Reign  of  understanding 
Will  rule  planet  earth 
We’ll  all  be  observing 
A  most  glorious  birth 


Suzanne  Jacobs 
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The  tape  is  another  dimension  in  which  you  may 
experience  these  events.  The  tape  was  made  by 
Michael  Herskovitz  during  one  of  his  many  talks 
he  gives  at  Schools,  Universities  and  Synagogues 
to  the  present  generations  so  that  they  may  better 
get  a  sense  of  the  actual  events  that  occurred 
after  reading  "Your  Name  is  Renee",  by  Stacy 
Cretzmeyer.  Ruth’s  story  as  a  hidden  child,  it 
is  only  one  more  voice  attesting  to  a  most 
hideous  period  in  our  human,  quite  recent  past 
history.  It  is  only  50  years  since  these  events 
took  place.  Whole  families  being  forced  to 
hide,  sometimes  for  years,  to  prevent  being 
found  by  the  Nazis  and  annihilated  for  no  other 
reason  than  being  bom  a  Jew. 


Bibliography  -  Continued 


Her  account  of  personally  experiencing  the  horror  of 
hiding  and  having  to  endure  standing  motionless,  like 
marble  statues,  barely  breathing,  waiting  to  be  caught 
and  killed,  like  so  may  before  and  after.  I  find  it 
unfathomable  that  it  actually  happened,  but  make  no 
mistake,  it  did  happen.  There  are  millions  of  blood- 
soaked  stories  and  events  from  the  actual  survivors.  We 
must  never  let  them  be  forgotten  lest  it  be  repeated.  If 
human  beings  are  ever  to  attain  true  knowledge,  we  had 
better  learn  from  our  lurid,  brutal  past  and  begin  to 
create  a  less  hostile  and  dangerous  world  where  we  all 
may  survive  or  we  all  will  surely  perish. 

The  stories  of  Ruth  Kapp  and  Michael  Herskovitz  are 
only  two  of  the  many  stories  we  had  better  heed  or 
someday,  someone  may  repeat  the  deed. 
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Elie  Wiesel,  above,  at  services. 
“Please,  God,"  he  said,  “do  not 
have  mercy  on  those  who  have 
created  this  place.”  At  left, 
survivors  are  shown  after  the 
camp’s  liberation  in  1945. 
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Mail  Call 


Surviving  Auschwitz 

The  most  poignant  mail  on  our  Jan.  16 
cover  “The  Last  Days  of  Auschwitz” 


came  from  camp  s 
thanked  us  for 
sketching  a  faith¬ 
ful  picture  of  the 
camp’s  libera¬ 
tion.  Others  re¬ 
visited  the  mo¬ 
ment:  “There  was 
much  debate  be¬ 
tween  us  prison¬ 


A 

N 

S3 

ers,  wrote 
reader 


•« 


we 


whether 


hopes  of  avoiding  the 


march  [that  would 


rumors 


were 


electric  fences  and  torch  everyone 


Inside.”  Ar 
from  the  ci 
walk  were 


wounds 


witz 
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wrote  of  the  march 
People  who  could  not 
'  But  one  man  focused 
f  the  living:  “Ausch- 
he  wrote.  “It  exists 


memories 


91 


WHAT  IS  UNFORGIVABLE  IS  THE  RUSSIAN 

delay  in  liberating  Auschwitz.  I  he  Nazis 
abandoned  the  complex  on  Jan.  18.  1945. 

taking  along  c0  nnn  — 1prs  nn  a  (icath 


del 


march  that  only  a  few  survived.  The 

sian  forces  arrived  nine  days  ^ 
that  cost  many  lives  among  the  7,000  sick 
prisoners  left  behind.  Your  story  refers  to 
Lt.  Gen.  Vasily  Petrenko,  the  commander 
of  the  Soviet  division  that 


Auschwitz 
troops 


liberated 

_  Petrenko  boasted  that  his 
storm[edl  fascist  concentration 


camps  to  liberate  the  inmates.  Howe 
.here  was  no  need  to  storm  Auschwitz 


the 


you  1 1  w  *■  j  o 

then  a  virtual  ghost  town. 

Alfred  Lipson.  Senior  fteseorehe 

Mocaus,  Resource  Center  and  Arctmcs 

unfortunately,  man  mas  a  very  tOOR 
memory  and  is  usually  dimmed  to  repea 
his  errors.  But  the  cycle  must  he  bro 
Your  Auschwitz  package  will  help. 

Donald  Stewart  Sanborn 

SAN  DIEGO,  CALIF. 

(ionsanborn'«aol.com 


WF.  WERE  DEEPLY  MOVED  BY  THE  VIVID 

recollections  of  Holocaust  survivors  in 
your  cover  story.  At  Selfhelp  Community 
Services,  we  know  this  history  well.  For 
almost  60  years,  our  agency  has  been  com¬ 
mitted  to  helping  victims  of  Nazi  persecu¬ 
tion  in  the  New  York  area  for  as  long  as  they 
need  our  assistance.  We  have  provided  life- 
sustaining  services  to  more  than  100,000 
refugees  and  survivors  of  Nazi  persecution 
since  1936.  As  they  advance  in  age  and  frail- 
tv.  our  services  are  needed  more  than  ever. 


Selfhelp  is  often  the 


pal  source  of 


emotional  support,  the  last  surviving  rela¬ 
tive  when  no  other  family  is  left.  The  job  is 

not  yet  over. 

Richard  S.  Aronson 
Executive  Vice  President 
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NEW  YORK,  N  Y. 
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OME  PEOPLE  SCREAMED  IN  THE 

gas  chambers,  at  least  one  group 
sang  the  Czech  national  anthem 
and  some  prayed.  Sonderkom- 
mando  Yehoshua  Rosenblum  es¬ 
corted  a  venerable  rabbi  to  the  gas 
chamber  and  warned  the  naked  old  man 
that  he  was  going  to  die.  “I  told  him  he 
should  say  a  prayer:  ‘Put  something  on 
[meaning  a  hat;  Jews  pray  with  their  heads 
covered]  so  you  can  say  a  prayer  before  you 
die.’  I  had  a  chance  now  to  talk  to  someone 
about  what  was  going  on  here.  ‘Children, 
parents  who  never  did  anything  in  their 
lives— why  should  such  a  thing  happen?’ 
He  said:  ‘Quiet.  It  is  forbidden  to  complain; 
this  is  the  will  of  God.  You  cannot  answer 
these  questions.’ 


“He  told  me:  ‘Tell  the  world  what  these 
evil  persons  are  doing  to  the  Jews’.’’ 
But  Rosenblum  answered:  “Rabbi,  today 
it’s  you,  tomorrow  me.”  All  the  sonder- 
kommando  expected  to  wind  up  in  the 
crematoriums  themselves  eventually;  it 
was  part  of  the  job.  The  Nazis  assured  their 
silence  by  periodically  killing  them  and 
starting  fresh  with  a  new  batch. 


About  300,000  Polish  Jews  were 
deported  to  Auschwitz,  followed,  in  the 
summer  of  1944,  by  an  astonishing  438,000 
Hungarian  Jews.  Auschwitz  was  both  a 
death  camp  and  a  complex  of  labor  camps, 
which  accounts  for  its  relatively  large  num¬ 
ber  of  survivors.  If  Treblinka  and  other 
pure  death  camps  are  less  well  known,  it  is 
because  there  were  almost  no  survivors 
who  could  testily  to  what  happened  there. 

News  of  Auschwitz’s  horrors  began  to 
spread  well  before  the  war  ended.  Often 
with  the  help  of  resistance  groups,  some 
Auschwitz  prisoners  managed  to  escape 
and  get  out  word  about  the  mass  killings 
in  the  camp.  Two  main  eyewitness  docu¬ 
ments  appeared  in  1944.  One  was  written 
by  a  former  Polish  political  prisoner,  Jerzy 
Tabeau,  who,  with  another  prisoner,  short- 
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circuited  the  camp’s  electric  fence,  cut 
through  the  barbed  wire  and  fled  to  Cra¬ 
cow.  His  report  was  circulated  by  the  Lon¬ 
don-based  Polish  government-in-exile.  The 
other  shocking  report  was  produced  by  two 


mass 


Western  governments 
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When  the  ovens  were  full, 

were  burned  in  the  open.  T 
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IE  PHILADELPHIA  INQUIRER 


Wednesday,  February  22,  1995 


He  lost  his  parents  and  a  brother,  worked  till  his  hand  was  crippled, 

shrank  to  45  pounds.  This  and  more  in  his  book. 


) 


By  Kay  Raftcry 

IMJt'IKKK  OOUKKSI’ONDKNT 

The  soldiers'  knock  on  the  door 
forever  changed  Michael  Hersko- 
vitz’s  life. 

lie  was  13  when  the  Germans  went 
to  his  Czechoslovakia  village  and 
took  him  and  his  family  to  a  concen¬ 
tration  camp. 

Now,  more  than  50  years  later  and  a 
world  away,  Herskovitz  has  given  his 
family  a  gift  —  the  story  of  his  life  in 
a  book  titled  Early  One  Saturday 
Morning:  Triumph  of  a  Holocaust  Sur¬ 
vivor. 

It  is  the  stuff  of  novels,  of  how  he 
spent  two  years  in  concentration 
camps;  lived  in  Israel  and  fought  in 
the  1948  war  of  independence;  and 
emigrated  to  Philadelphia,  where  he 
was  a  mechanic  and  went  on  to  be¬ 
come  a  successful  businessman  and 
owner  of  his  own  gas  station  — 
Mike’s  Gulf  Service,  a  City  Avenue 
landmark  for  35  years. 

“My  wife  knew  my  story  and  my 
children  had  heard  it  in  bits  and 
pieces,  but  now  it  is  all  put  together 
in  a  book  for  them  so  that  years  from 
now  my  grandchildren  can  pick  it  up 
and  read  it,”  said  Herskovitz,  who  has 
lived  in  Penn  Valley  for  10  years. 

It  s  an  oral  autobiography  told  to 
his  former  neighbor  from  Overbrook 
Park,  Suzanne  Jacobs,  a  freelance 
writer  and  poet. 

The  small,  spiral-bound  book  is  not 
slick;  it  was  stitched  together  on  a 
home  computer  and  run  off  at  a  print 

shop. 

That,  however,  does  not  detract 
from  its  impact  as  a  simple  but  power¬ 
ful  testimony  about  events  that  are 
not  easily  described  in  words. 

“My  father  owned  a  mom-and-pop 
grocery  store  in  the  village,”  Hersko¬ 
vitz  said.  “The  Germans  used  to  come 
in  and  not  pay  because  my  father 
wore  a  yarmulke,  and  they  knew  we 
were  Jewish.  When  they  came  to  take 
us,  they  told  my  father  to  lock  up  the 
store  and  keep  the  keys  because  |we| 
would  probably  be  coming  back 
someday." 

That  was  not  to  be. 

The  family  was  herded  onto  a  box¬ 
car  and  taken  by  train  to  the  Bir- 
kenau-Auschwitz  camps  in  Poland. 


Upon  arrival,  they  were  separated 
according  to  sex  and  size. 

“My  mother  would  not  let  go  of  my 
little  brother,  who  was  5,  so  she  was 
pushed  onto  a  truck  with  the  chil¬ 
dren,”  Herskovitz  said.  “I  never  saw 
them  again.” 

His  father  also  died  in  the  camps, 
but  Herskovitz’s  two  sisters  and  an¬ 
other  brother  made  it  through  the 
ordeal. 

“I  never,  ever  thought  I  would  get 
out  of  there,”  said  Herskovitz  as  he 
was  interviewed  Monday  at  a  gas  sta¬ 
tion  on  Lancaster  Avenue  in 
Wynnewood  that  he  manages  for  his 
son,  Edward.  He  stood  near  the  gas 
pumps  enjoying  the  unusually  sunny 
day. 

“I  like  being  outside,"  he  said.  “All 
the  years  I  worked  in  the  station  I 
never  wore  a  hat  or  gloves  because  I 
am  used  to  every  kind  of  weather.  I 
love  looking  up  and  seeing  the  sky.” 

He  was  in  three  concentration 
camps  in  Poland:  Auschwitz,  Mauth¬ 
ausen  and  Gunskirchen.  He  survived, 
he  believes,  because  he  was  young 
and  strong  and  did  as  he  was  told. 

One  of  his  jobs  was  to  pick  stones 
from  fields  used  for  farming.  Today, 
he  has  a  permanent  reminder  of  that 
work.  He  can  barely  move  two  fingers 
on  his  right  hand. 

His  hand  was  cut  while  working, 
and  although  the  wounds  bled  pro¬ 
fusely,  he  kept  quiet  and  wrapped 
them  in  an  old  rag  until  they  healed. 

“If  I  had  complained,  I  would  have 
been  killed,"  he  said. 

An  excerpt  from  the  book  describes 
the  day  he  was  liberated,  May  5,  1945: 

“One  morning,  we  heard  a  lot  of 
gun  shots  and  in  the  afternoon,  we 
looked  around  and  noticed  that  we 
were  not  surrounded  any  longer  by 
German  soldiers. 

"Myself  and  three  others  got  to¬ 
gether  and  started  walking  out  of  the 
camp.  We  saw  English  soldiers  driv¬ 
ing  by  in  trucks.  They  spotted  us, 
stopped,  and  gave  us  a  five  pound  can 
of  raw  hamburger  meat,  as  that  was 
all  they  had.  We  started  eating  and  I 
must  have  fallen  over  because  I  re¬ 
member  waking  up  in  a  hospital  in 
Munich  with  Typhus.” 

Herskovitz  weighed  45  pounds. 
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For  The  Inquirer  /  LAURENCE  KESTERSON 


Michael  Herskovitz,  who  was  imprisoned  in  three 
about  those  days.  His  friend  Suzanne  Jacobs,  a 


Nazi  concentration  camps,  now  frequently  gives  talks 
freelance  writer,  helped  him  publish  an  autobiography. 
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An  unassuming,  gracious  man, 
Herskovitz  has  told  his  story  at  syna¬ 
gogues,  community  meetings  and 
schools. 

His  book  is  being  used  in  a  course 
on  the  Holocaust  taught  by  Daniel 
Gillis,  a  professor  of  classics  at  Haver- 
ford  College.  Next  month,  Herskovitz 
and  Jacobs  will  speak  to  the  class. 


"More  and  more  memoirs  are  ap¬ 
pearing,  and  it’s  just  in  the  nick  of 
time  because  so  many  of  these  people 
are  getting  along  in  years,”  Gillis 
said. 

"The  kids  find  the  readings  very 
depressing  because  Mike  was  not 
much  older  than  them  when  he  lived 
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through  it,  but  it  is  giving  them  a 
better  perspective  on  their  own 
lives." 

Herskovitz  has  been  married  to  his 
wife,  Frida,  for  44  yours.  She,  too,  is  a 
concentration  camp  survivor  but 
never  speaks  of  her  memories. 

I  respect  that  and  don’t  ask  her, 
he  said. 

For  him  it  has  been.agoo^J  experts 
ence  trt  speak  tfndwriie  aboufchis  life. 

"I  don’t  know  why  1  survived,  but 
I'm  glad  I  did.  I  am  glad  I  am  here.  1 
am  a  happy  man.  You  know  people 
complain  about  things  like  they  go  to 
a  restaurant  and  the  food  isn’t  good.  I 
don’t  care  what  I  eat.  If  the  food  isn’t 


good,  so  what?  Just  eat  the  bread. 
Enjoy  it.” 


About  the  book 


"Early  One  Saturday 
Morning"  is  available  at  Borders 
Books  &  Music  and  Barnes  & 
Noble  in  Bryn  Mawr  and  the 
Ardmore  Paperback  Book 
Shop.  The  price  varies  from  $10 
to  $12.  A  book  signing  will  be 
held  at  Barnes  &  Noble,  720 
Lancaster  Ave.,  Bryn  Mawr,  at 
7:30  p.m.  March  3. 
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